GOLDEN  HORN

Central Asia who take a whiff of hemp before their meals.
If humanity had never poisoned itself by trying to live
more vividly than its norm, the world would be a dull
place to-day. And if I had never smoked opium, I should
have missed an exciting year of life.

Now there was a certain Samian youth in Afionkara-
hissar who was a smoker, and I suspected him also of other
vices.

He had been educated in Robert College, and was now
a clerk and general factotum on the Commandant's staff.
One of his duties was to censor the prisoners' letters and
books : I had several times contrived to make him a small
present in return for permission to retain some suspected
volume, and I believed that he might be prevailed upon
either to use his influence with the Commandant to have
me sent to Constantinople for hospital treatment, or else
that he might help me to escape in some more direct
way.

My plan was flexible : I would make friends with him
and decide on my plan of action when I had explored
the ground ; but as it happened, my way was made clear
with great suddenness.

The Samian came to give me some letters on a day
when I had been smoking in the French house : the aroma
hung about my clothes : he noticed it at once. Looking
into my eyes (their pupils were contracted to pin-points)
he said : " You are sometimes couchi d gauche, eh ? "

I admitted it.

" We must smoke together," he said.

This seemed too good to be true.

** But will the Commandant allow it ? '*

Sl I can do what I like," he laughed. " You leave it to-
me 1" .                                             .                 ' '-: